THE   QUESTING   BEAST
in early April, I am glad I was not handed back to the
Russians at that time.
The days were monotonous enough. Shura and I
read and talked and talked and read. Through the
medium of French he taught me Russian and I taught
him English. We tried to get into communication with
the N.E.R. post at Kars but, although they knew of me
at Erivan, they were too afraid to own me as one who
worked at their station for several weeks. Besides, had
they not ordered Dr. Ussher to leave his post and hand
over the orphanage to the Bolsheviks? and had he not
refused and thereby been disowned? We soon became
verminous, and hours were passed in the slaughter of
interesting parasites. As I had constantly expected to be
searched, I kept my wrist-watch tied to the hairs of my
left arm-pit, and my ring tied to my pubic hairs.
At the end of March we were suddenly taken out and
led to a Turkish bath at the end of the town. There we
had a glorious wash but, unhappily, had to put on our
lice-covered clothing afterwards. We wondered what this
sudden kindness meant, and two days later we knew. We
were to go to Erzerum.
The train journey thither was cold and miserable, but
we had two new prisoner companions, a Circassian named
Yusuf Kemal, and a Kurd named Mustapha Maksout;
both imprisoned for being Bolshevik spies; both having
been tried in Kars and both condemned to death. This
was cheerful for us. All the way along the railway line,
clearing away snow and doing odd tasks, were Armenian
prisoners, yellow with emaciation, their flesh visible
through their ragged clothing, shod only in straw-filled,
home-made cow-hide slippers, and their teeth chattering.
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